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Of persecution from the chuich, for this

To your queen's grace I have made most earnest suit;

But for mine own part I would purchase not

This kingdom with the meanest one man's death

In all its commonalty, much less the queen's.

Many there be have dangerously designed

Things that I knew not: yea, but very late

There came a letter to my hand which craved

My pardon if by enterprise of some

Were undertaken aught unknown of me;

A cipher lightly may one counterfeit,

As he that vaunted him of late in France

To be my son's base brother: and I fear

Lest this, for aught mine ignorance of it knows,

May be that secretary's fair handiwork

Who sits to judge me, and hath practised late,

I hear, against my son's life and mine own.

But I protest I have not so much as thought

Nor dreamed upon destruction of the queen:

I had rather spend most gladly mine own life

Than for my sake the Catholics should be thus

Afflicted only in very hate of me

And drawn to death so cruel as these tears

Gush newly forth to think of.

Burghley.                             Here no man

Who hath showed himself true subject to the state
Was ever for religion done to death :
But some for treason, that against the queen
Upheld the pope's bull and authority.
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